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OW hear my voice, ye brave determin'd band 


Of loyal Patriots! When Juſtice calls, obex z; 


Nor ſuffer long your freedom to be torn | 
By baſe hypocriſy, nor from your graſp | 
The bleſſing left you by your wiſe forefathers L 
E'er let eſcape, to pleaſe the tools of kings 

And miniſters of ſtate ; nor let the voice 

Of ſoftneſs, howe'er ſo ſweet, allure you 

To your deſtruction, | Conſider well the cauſe 

In which you are engag*d : let not contumacy 

Deſtroy th' effects of what you have deſign'd 

The ſum of all your labours: let no abuſe 

E' er creep into your breaſts, but be determin'd 

To aſſert your rights thro? ev'ry ſtage of life; 

And while your country's freedom is your care, 

Be earneſtly employ'd in doing good. 

And ever make th' eternal wits command 

Of Heaven your rule, in ſpite of envy, | 

Malice, and thoſe train of ills attendant on this life. 


Your rights are all your own, nor are deriv'd 
From any earthly pow'r—ex *ept the will 
Expreſs'd in Senates choſen by the voice—. 
'The general voice—of men throughout the nation, 
No partial choice can ever bind the whole. 

Can ſuch, in equity, make laws for thoſe 

'They do not repreſent, and freemen bind ? 

Let not threats affright you! Spurn the hand 
That offers you a bribe ; aſſert your rights 

Act like yourſelves, nor ſuffer any baſeneſs | 
To bring corruption to your dwellings ; think, 

All you want from rulers of the ſtate 

Is barely juſtice; a reſtoration of thoſe rights | 
Given us by Heav'n when meg knew not ambition. 
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Then mankind all were equal, till by ſome great 
Or gen'rous deed the patriot was diſtinguiſh'd : 
Pride had then no ſway ; the humble cottager 
Was equally reſpected as the wealthy, 
And worth, not riches, gain'd the poſt of honour: 
When 1n the field he'd ſhone, or in the ſenate, 
He could in peace retire, and to his dwelling 
Bring. honeſty and real content of mind, 
And greatneſs ſuch as never can be purchas'd 
By baſe ſervility of fawning courtiers— 
Beyond the gaudy, vain and uſeleſs trappings 
Which grace the chariots of the guilty hirelings 
Of ſtate, who fatten on the poor man's ruin, 
Who's fore*d, in want and mis'ry, to ſpin out 
A life of pain, depriv'd of every comfort. 


Such, Oh Britons! is now your hapleſs lot! 
Look round, and fee how much your country's walted, 
And brought to ruin, merely to ſupport | 
Thoſe miſcreants in power—who only labour 
In the ways of vice, and live in luxury 
While famine threatens this once happy land, 
And the poor labourer's depriv'd of bread. 
Your commerce too is alſo doom'd to periſh, 
From which you all derive your chief ſupport, 
That miniſters of ſtate may keep their places, 
And have the pow'r to ravith from the land 
One halt the produce of the people's labour, 
And think you're only ſent to be their ſlaves, 
To live on their dependence. | 


Oh! ſad reflection! Thou who muſt attend 
Upon the lab'ring hind or wretched peaſant, 
When for want of aid he totters, or in rags 
Saunters from town to town, from houſe to houſes, 
Secking employment :—labour from his youth 
Had been his only care, and fortune ſmil'd 
When nature gave him birth ; his father then 
In comfort liv'd, and, tho? in humble ſtate, 

He never knew the want of friend or fortune. 
But pride, ambition, with their dire attendants, 
When he could think himſelf ſupremely bleſs'd, 


And 


nd 


>. | 

| f 

And in his offspring happy, hoping to leave l 6 
Behind him to his ſon the farm he held 2 


From the manorial lord—a neighbour, opulent, 
Rapacious, and deſtitute of ev'ry principle 
That's honeft—envious of his proſperity, 
Supplants him in his long fair held poſſeſſions, 
And turns him far adritt to ſeek his bread ! 

The ſon, depriv'd then of his father's care, 

A cottage now being all the old man's ſhare 
Of what kind Providence had lately lent, 
Unable to find ſupport, journeys to London ; 
Deluded by the flatt'ring golden dream, 

That riches would attend his footſteps there. 
Arriv'd in town, he ſeeks for that ſupport 
Deny'd him when at home—he breathes in want! 
He finds no friendly hand to caſe his cares, 

Or any kind relief !—Famiſhing with want 

Of bread, and almoſt driven to deſpair, 

He ſeeks from all he mcets ſupport for nature! 
But being young and ſtrong, 1s ſtraight decry'd 
An idle vagabond, and to priſon ſent. 

There doom'd t' aflociate with the vileſt wretch, 
And made companion to the thief and robber, 
As nature mult to habit's foree give way, 

By long contracted habits while in goal 


Ile ftraight commences from that ſchool of vice 


Expert practitioner ; finding ſucceſs attend it, 
When virtue in diſtreſs ne'er meets a friend. 
Tho? had his ſoul ne'er felt the bitter pangs 
Attendant on the want of food, and more 
The want of honeſt labour, he might then 
Have liv'd a uſeful member of ſociety, 

An honour to his country, and have left 

A name behind belov'd, rever'd, regretted. 


To free the land from ſuch diſtreſs and bondage 4 


Be your firm purpoſe—nor ſhrink from this great work 
Till its accomplith'd. —Prudence direct your councils ! 
Let Temp'rance moderate your patriot zea}! 

Fortitude fill your breaſts !—Your cauſe is that of Juſtice ! 


and Heaven in mercy will reward your toils! 


A FRIEND TO THE PEOPLE. 
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